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ADVENTURES ОЕ 
MOWGLI Mowgli, the 
boy raised by the wolves, 
and his friends, Baloo and 
Bagheera, dance their 
way out of King Louies 
dangerous clutches. 


MICKEY AND THE 
SLEUTH Beginning a 
new mystery series in 
the tradition of the old 


Mickey Mouse adventures. 
There's lots of suspense 


Hi! Your friends at Walt Disney Productions and Procter & Gamble are 
pleased to bring you the premier Issue of our new Disney Magazine. Each 
month a new Disney Magazine will appear in participating grocery stores 
and it will be yours free simply with the designated purchase of one of 
Procter & Gamble's family of popular brands. Our magazine is designed 
just for you. Some of it is fact and some 1s fietion. All of it 1s fun. 

We look forward to having you with us in future issues, and after you 
have read this issue, you will want to look at pages 64 and 65 to see 


what exciting things await you next month. 








BOB HOPE Famous comedian Bob Hope shares a 
boyhood experience and offers some sound advice 
about just being yourself. 


NAVAJO Learn the customs and life style of your 
neighbors, the Navajo Indians. You'll take a pic- 
ture tour of their land, their crafts, and how they 
spend their time blending the old and the new on 
their reservations in Arizona, Utah and New 


Mexico. 


LAMBERT Lambert, the 
sheepish lion, proves his worth 
when he saves his frightened 
mother from the jaws of a hun- 
gry wolf. 





The Editors 








and fun as Mickey and his 
bumbling detective friend 
get into hot water when 
they come to grips with 
that master criminal, Pro- 


fessor Nefarious. 
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RANGER WOODLORE'S NATURE 
HIKES Huey, Dewey and Louie, Junior 
Woodchucks, join Ranger Woodlore in 
an adventure walk in the woods and 
discover some interesting facts about 
the animals who live there. 


ON THE JOB WITH DOBBIN Enjoy 
a day in Disneyland with a 1900 pound 
friend who horses around on the job. 





Join man-cub Mowgli and Baloo the bear as 
they outwit King Louie in this hilarious 
new story inspired by Walt Disney's 
famous motion picture, "Тһе Jungle Book.” 





One day, Mowgli, the boy who 
had been raised by the wolves, was 
walking in the jungle. Suddenly, 
he felt himself being pulled into 
the air! 

“Hey!” Mowgli yelled. 

One of King Louie’s monkeys 
grinned down at him. 

“King Louie wants to see you,” 
the monkey said. 

“Well, Гт not sure I want to see 
him!” Mowgli said. “Especially 
like this! Let go!” 

But the monkey held on tight to 
Mowgli's arm. 

From tree to tree the monkey 
went, until at last he came to the 
ruins of the old palace. He set 


Mowgli down right in front of 
King Louie. 

"Hi, kid; King Louie said, wav- 
ing a banana at Mowgli. “Ат I 
glad to see you. You're the answer 
to my problem.” 

"What problem?” Mowgli asked 
crossly, rubbing his arm. 

But before King Louie could 
answer, Baloo the bear, and 
Bagheera, the black panther, 
came crashing through the jungle 
and up to where King Louie and 
Mowgli stood. 

“Hold it!” King Louie said, put- 
ting his hand оп Mowgli's head. 
"Im not going to hurt your pre- 
cious Mowgli. That is, not if he 





does what I want.” 

"What's that?” Baloo asked. 

"We all know that he's not really 
a wolf," said King Louie. "He's a 
man-cub. And I want him to teach 
me some man-dances at my party 
tonight.” 

“But, Гоше... began Baloo. 

"Mowgli doesn't know how to 
dance!" finished Bagheera. 

"Everybody knows how to 
dance!" said King Louie. And he 
gave Mowgli's head a squeeze. 

Mowgli didn't like having his 
head squeezed. "Let go!" he 
yelped. “ГІІ teach you!" 

"I was sure you would; King 
Louie said, grinning. “ГЇЇ go get 


the others. It will be a great 
party!" 
When he had gone, Bagheera 
and Baloo came close to Mowgli. 
"I have a feeling this party is 
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bad news," said Baloo. "King 
Louie had a funny gleam in his 
eyes. 

"I don't like it either; Bagheera 
said. "Sometimes that King mon- 


key gets crazy ideas.” 

"Yes, he does? said Baloo. “Re- 
member when he tried to put a 
leash on me?” 

Mowgli and Bagheera looked at 





each other. 

"Im getting out of here!" 
Mowgli said, rubbing his neck. 

"That isn't as easy as it sounds,’ 
Baloo said, looking around. "But I 
have an idea." 

"A good one, I hope” said 
Bagheera. 

Baloo nodded. "Tll come to the 
party! That way I can keep an eye 
on Mowgli!” 

"That's not a bad idea at all, 
Baloo;' Bagheera said. "But you'd 
better disguise yourself as a mon- 
key. Put on some leaves” 

" All right;' said Baloo. 

And Mowgli began to gather 
leaves for Baloo to wear. 

"You look like a fat tree;' 
laughed Bagheera, when Baloo 
was dressed in the leaves. 

“Hmmmph!” snorted Baloo. 

“Stay close to me, Baloo,’ 
Mowgli said. “I don't want to wind 
up on any leash!” 

Just then Louie returned. 


“We're all ready, kid” he said. 
"Now do your stuff!" 

Mowgli gulped. 

"Wish me luck;' he whispered to 
Bagheera. 

The monkeys formed a circle. 

King Louie gave the signal for 
the dance to begin. 

Mowgli moved his feet first one 
way and then the other. 

King Louie and the other mon- 
keys did the same. 

Mowgli hopped on one foot. 

King Louie and the other mon- 
keys did the same. 

Mowgli grabbed a monkey's 
hand and danced very fast. 

King Louie and the other mon- 
keys did the same. 

"This could be fun!" puffed 
Baloo, as he tried to keep up. 

Suddenly King Louie stopped 
dancing and grabbed Mowgli's 
hand. 

Mowgli did the first thing that 
came into his mind. "Look out, 


King Louie, your shoe's untied!" 
he said. 

As King Louie bent down to tie 
his shoe, he let go of Mowgli's hand 
and Mowgli ran away—laughing. 

"Ho, ho! You don't have any 
shoes to tie, King Louie! You never 
did!” And Mowgli escaped into the 
jungle. 

So did Baloo and Bagheera. 

"Stop! Come back!” yelled King 
Louie, angrily. 

But Mowgli didn’t stop. He kept 
on running. So did Baloo and 
Bagheera. They didn’t stop run- 
ning until they had reached their 
own part of the jungle. 

Then they sank to the ground. 

"Im glad that’s over,’ said 
Mowgli, snuggling next to Baloo. 
"I don't think I like Louie's idea of 
a party.’ 

"] don't either; said Bagheera, 
yawning. 

Baloo didn't say anything. 

He was asleep. 
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PASSING THE BUCK 
Shifting responsibility to another person. 
SIMPLY SAID: blaming someone else. 


TAKING IT ON THE LAM 
To flee or escape in a hurry. 
SIMPLY SAID: sudden flight, run away. 












NEVER LOOK A GIFT HORSE 
IN THE MOUTH 
Never be critical of a gift. 
SIMPLY SAID: be grateful, be thankful. 





A BUM STEER 
A misleading suggestion, inaccurate facts. 
SIMPLY SAID: wrong advice, false information. 





к atem 


` TOO MANY COOKS SPOIL THE BROTH 
Too many opinions confuse the issue. 
SIMPLY SAID: too many bosses will ruin a job; 
one goal—one leader. 


XU zm DON'T COUNT YOUR 
CHICKENS BEFORE THEY HATCH 
Don't anticipate results before you have the facts. 
SIMPLY SAID: make sure, be certain. 
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“Whoa! Hold it!” shouted 


Ranger J. Audubon Woodlore. 
“Slow down, boys! Something’s 
moving in the bushes over there. 
Easy now! We don’t know what it 
is. Could it be...?” 

“A bear?” asked Louie Duck. 

“A mountain goat?” said Huey. 

“A mountain lion?” Dewey 
quacked. 

“No, it’s a...Shh...Over to the 


right a little...” 

The boys stood rooted to the 
ground, trying not to move a mus- 
cle. But they couldn’t see anything 
to the right...or to the left... 

Suddenly Huey sneezed, “KA- 
CHOO!” 

A startled rabbit broke and ran. 
The boys stared after it with open 
mouths. 

“Where did it come from?” 
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gasped Dewey. 

Ranger Woodlore chuckled. 
“Right in front of you. Right in 
plain sight. But not moving a 
whisker and looking just like a 
clump of brown grass.’ 

"You mean it has natural 
camouflage? So we didn't see it?” 

"Right! You've got to keep your 
eyes open. Not your mouth.” 
Ranger Woodlore firmly closed the 


open mouth of Louie, who was still 
staring after the vanished rabbit. 
"Keep your eyes and your ears 
open.” 

BZZ-zzzz-zzz! Something whiz- 
zed by... 

“There it goes!” cried Huey. “А 
bee! It's over by that tree with a 
hole in it. Look! It just flew into the 
hole!" 

"Good work, Huey! You've dis- 
covered a bee tree!" 

"Oh, boy! Let's go over and look 
in the hole. There's probably some 
honey there!" 

"Probably is," agreed the 
Ranger. "But we'll not look in. 
We'll stay right here at a safe dis- 
tance, and Г tell you what's going 
on inside the tree: 








"Like how they make honey?" 

"That's just one of the things 
they do. Honeybees live together 
in one big busy, buzzy family. 
They're all brothers and sisters — 
'most all of 'em are sisters — with 
one mother, the queen bee: 

"And where does the yummy 
honey come from?" 


"The oldest sisters bring it. Like 
the one that just flew by. She was 
probably carrying home a load of 
food from the flowers — nectar for 
honey in a special tank, pol- 
len...that's bee bread...in baskets 
on her hind legs” 

"What a load for a little bee!" 

"It sure is! A bee is the only in- 
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sect flying machine that сап carry 
its own weight in cargo!" 

“Wow! Look at all the bees com- 
ing out of the tree now!" yelled 
Dewey. "They're making a beeline 
for somewhere!" 

"To the flowers where the food 
is; said Huey. "They're going to 
pick up some bee-type flower pow- 
er, aren't they?" 

"Right you are; beamed the 
little ranger. 


"How do they know where to 
go?” asked Louie. "Did the first 
bee tell them?" 

"Right again” 

"But how could she?" 

"A good question, Louie; said 
the ranger. "What happens is al- 
most unbelievable. She tells them 
with a dance! Dancing in a 
straight line, she tells which di- 
rection. Dancing in a circle, she 
shows by the speed of her dance 


how far away the flowers аге. Апа 
she tells how much food there is by 
shaking her body! The more she 
shakes, the more food: 

Dewey was pulling on the 
ranger's sleeve. "Look; he whis- 
pered, “over there by the stream. 
Someone has glued a hatrack on 
that poor horse's head!” 

Ranger J. Audubon Woodlore 
smiled and shook, his head. “No, 
thats a Bull Elk with antlers. 
Look closely, boys, and you'll see 
that his antlers are covered with a 
velvet fuzz. By fall, the antlers 
will change and become hard and 
sharp. In any case we won't dis- 
turb him. Besides, its time we 
headed for home now anyway.” 

“Tm starved,” cried Louie. 

“Ме, too,” Dewey agreed. 

"Its back to the Little Ranger 
Nature Camp for us, boys. Our 
nature hike is over for today.” 





DONALD ON THE TRAIL 


RE Quiz 


Donald has his tracks all 
mixed up! See if you can 
classify the owner of each 
numbered set of tracks — 
before checking with 
the answers below! 
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In this story, that distinguished author, Зад, 
who presently occupies the position of Chief 
Cheesetaster at Cinderella's Royal Palace, 
tells how he and his friend Gus adopt a pet, 
and of the strange events that follow. 
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My friend Gus may not be bril- 
liant, but he has always been per- 
fectly sound on the subject of cats. 
He can't stand them! That's why it 
was such a shock to me when I 
wandered up to the tower room of 
Cinderella's palace one night to 
see Mandor, the court magician, 
and I found Gus there tenderly 
feeding cream to a small kitten. I 
thought Gus had flipped. Who 





ever heard of a mouse pampering a 
cat? 

Gus was a little upset himself. It 
seems the whole kitten caper was 
dreamed up by Annie Church- 
mouse. Annie is far and away the 
silliest mouse in the kingdom. She 
had found the kitten next to the 
palace moat. Evidently it had been 
abandoned. Instead of removing 
herself rapidly from the area, 


Annie got the bubble-brained idea 
that the kitten was a “poor little 
thing” and that it needed help. She 
got Gus and she badgered him 
until he gave his solemn word that 
he would take саге of the cat. This 
put Gus in a bad spot, but a prom- 
ise 18 а promise. 

The kitten wasn’t a problem. It 
was just a harmless ball of fur. But 
what would happen when it got a 


little older? I shuddered. Gus 
shuddered right along with me. 

"Don’t worry," said Mandor the 
magician. 

"Don't worry?" I cried. "You 
know kittens grow into cats!" 

Mandor put on that wise expres- 
sion he uses when he concocts wart 
cures. "Suppose you never feed the 
cat meat; he said thoughtfully. 
"Suppose you raise it to be a veg- 
etarian who eats milk and cheese 
and peas and carrots. It stands to 
reason that the cat will never be- 
come a ‘mouser.’” 

I had to admit that Mandor was 
making a certain amount of sense. 
And since Gus was stuck with the 
kitten, we took his advice. We fed 
the cat milk and cream. Later he 
got cottage cheese and cooked 
vegetables and cod-liver oil. It 
worked! The cat rewarded us by 
growing into a most gentle crea- 
ture. I suppose he thought he was 
a mouse. He never mewed; he 
squeaked. And he loved to join the 
young mice when they played 
games in the palace courtyard. 

He was ugly, Tm afraid. How 
often do you see an orange cat with 
black and gray and white stripes? 
He was bowlegged, too. And there 
was something odd about his face. 
He had a way of staring with his 
big green eyes that made me more 
than somewhat nervous. He 
looked like a cat who knew things. 
He looked like a cat who could peer 
into your mind and tell what you 
were thinking. 

I never really got used to him, 
but Gus became very fond of the 
cat. He often rolled a crumpled 
ball of paper around so that the cat 
could chase it. 

One night, when the cat was 
about six months old, Mandor 
found an ancient scrap of paper in 
one of his old books. "The formula 
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бог alchemy!" cried Mandor, very 
excited. "I'd forgotten I had it!" 

"What's alchemy?" asked Gus, 
who was scratching the cat behind 
the ears. 

"Why, it's the secret of making 
gold out of lead;' said Mandor, his 
eyes gleaming. "It's one of the old- 
est magic formulas in the world” 

“How does it work, Mandor?" I 
asked. I was only mildly in- 
terested. Mandor's formulas have 
a way of not turning out exactly as 
advertised. 

Mandor consulted the paper. 
"First you heat some lead in a 
crucible,” he said. "Then, when the 
lead has melted, you put in sul- 
phur and a bit of philosopher's 
stone and ...uh, oh!” Mandor's face 
fell. 

“Мо philosopher's stone?" asked 
Gus. 

"No philosopher's stone; Man- 
dor admitted. 

"What's a philosopher's stone?" 

"Its a magic stone; explained 
Mandor. "Its handy for lots of 
things—curing headaches, pre- 
dicting weather, making gold. It's 
a must for an alchemist. You have 
got to have a philosopher's stone.’ 

Poor Mandor. We went to bed 
and left him there muttering and 
leafing through his old books and 
feeling very sorry for himself be- 
cause he didn't have a philoso- 


pher's stone. 

The next morning, to our sur- 
prise, Mandor was looking very 
chipper indeed. "There you are!" 
he chirped, the instant we poked 
our noses into his tower. "I know 
where I can get some philosopher's 
stone! I found the reference in one 
of my books.” 

“Where?” asked Gus. 

“Та ancient Egypt, in the Tem- 
ple of the Goddess Isis, there was a 
philosopher's stone; cried Man- 
dor. “All I have to do is use my 
magic cheese to send you and Jaq 
back to ancient Egypt. You bring 
me a little piece of the stone that’s 
in the inner chamber of the Tem- 
ple of Isis—a tiny piece will do— 
and we'll all be rich!” 

I am never completely en- 
chanted when Mandor talks about 
time-travel, mostly because Gus 
and I do all the traveling while 
Mandor stays safe and snug in his 
tower. But I always like to help the 
old magician, and so does Gus. So 
each of us took a bite of Mandor’s 
magic cheese, and he said his in- 
cantation. The tower room started 
to fade away, and just as it did I 
saw our cat sniffing at the cheese. 
Then the tower was gone and Gus 
and I were standing in a wide, 
stone-paved corridor. It was dark 
except for the glimmer of a few 
torches. 


I didn’t like the place much and 
neither did Gus. It was spooky— 
all that long, empty darkness. We 
set out through the shadows, try- 
ing not to make the tiniest noise 
on the stone floor. 

"What's that?” said Gus sud- 
denly. 

I looked around, but I couldn't 
see anything but pools of darkness 
between the torch gleams. We 
went on, stopping now and then to 





listen for а following footstep that 
we could never quite hear, or to 
search for a shape that vanished 
just as we turned our heads. 

At last we came to a great door 
and looked into a high, brilliantly 
decorated room. There were no 





windows, but hundreds of torches 
glowed. On a marble platform in 
the center of the room was a stone. 

It was the philosopher's stone! It 
just had to be. It was beautiful— 
gold and green, flecked with 
amber and blue and white. If any 


stone could change lead into gold, 
this was the one. 

We scrambled up onto the plat- 
form. Mandor had said that a tiny 
piece of the stone would do. We 
levered off a chip, using a toy 
chisel and hammer which Mandor 
had provided, and I put the chip in 
my pocket. 

Then I became aware that we 
were not alone. Watching us over 
the edge of the platform was a 
cat—a black, nasty, cat-type cat! 

I opened my mouth to squeak a 
warning to Gus. Too late! The cat 
was over the edge of the pedestal 
and had Сиз tail under his paw. 

At that moment there was a 
noise as if a thousand teakettles 
had started to boil. A black and 
white and gray and orange some- 
thing streaked in, hissing and 
spitting, and landed on the pedes- 
tal. It was our cat—our very own 
cat! 

Our cat glared at the black tem- 
ple cat. Then he said something 
insulting in cat language. The 





temple cat said something insult- 
ing back. 

I may have mentioned that our 
cat had an odd way of looking as if 
he could read your mind. Well, 
conversation between the two cats 
seemed to indicate that some 
pretty fancy mind reading was 
going on. No doubt our cat told the 
temple cat that he knew who dug 
up the papyrus beds last week, and 
who stole the fish from the temple 





kitchen, and who sneaked over to 
raid the garbage pails at the Pal- 
ace of the Pharaoh. The temple cat 
sounded like a bad witness who is 
being cross-examined by a good 
district attorney. He finally gave 
up. He put his tail between his legs 
and crept away, leaving us un- 
harmed. 

I was completely awed. Our cat 
had never raised a paw! He had 
won by sheer mental power! 

Gus and I lost no time in getting 
out of there. And of course we took 
our wonderful cat with us. Mandor 
was overjoyed when we reap- 
peared in his tower, complete with 
philosopher's stone and cat. As we 
had already guessed, the cat had 
tasted the magic cheese just as we 
had, and had been catapulted back 
to ancient Egypt with us—thank 
goodness! 

We left Mandor happily melting 
some lead, getting all ready to 
make quantities of gold. We didn't 
hang around to see how it all 
worked out. We were in a hurry to 
get our admirable cat some cream. 
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Near the Idaho-Washington 
border is а river—more of a creek, 
really — called the Palouse. On its 
way from the Bitterroot Range to 
its meeting with the Snake, it 
meanders through some softly roll- 
ing meadowland. 

Early travelers west were im- 
pressed by the spotted horses 
which the Nez Perce Indians bred 
in this country. The horse was 
knownas “Palouse” or “а Palouse,” 
which eventually was slurred into 
the word “Appaloosa.” 

The great-granddaddies of these 
horses came from Europe, brought 


PA LO 


by the Spanish and left to roam 
the plains when the Conquista- 
dores gave up conquering and went 
home. Many Indian tribes cap- 
tured these wild Spanish stallions 
and mares, tamed them and bred 
them. The Nez Perce were the only 
Indians to use selective breeding, 
and this ultimately gave them a 
superior line of horses. 


In fact, the Appaloosa changed . 


the entire culture of the Nez Perce, 
The meadows, rimmed and pro- 
tected by high mountains, were | 
ideal for nourishing horses. So th 
Indians, who had been fisher me 
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gave up their squat permanent 
homes on stream banks, moved 
into portable tepees and got into 
the horse trading business. They 
became expert riders and hunters, 
and they followed the buffalo. 

Meriwether Lewis, of the Lewis 
aud Clark expedition, wrote in 
the year 1806: 

“Тһе horses appear to be of an 
excellent race; they are lofty, 
eligantly formed, active and dur- 
able...Some of the horses are 
pided with large spots of white 
irregularly scattered and inter- 
mixed with the black, brown, 
and bey..." 

Lewis was a good judge of horse- 
flesh, if not a terrific speller by to- 
day's standards. The description 
of “рідей with large spots" is in- 
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deed the distinctive mark of the 
Appaloosa. 

In 1877, when Chief Joseph 
made his famous retreat with the 
Nez Perce, he took with him the 
best Appaloosa stock. After he 
surrendered to Colonel Miles in 
Montana, the Army took over and 
sold more than 1,000 Nez Perce 
horses. Thus the Appaloosa strain 
became clouded. 

Today, however, efforts have 
been made to list the Appaloosa 
stock, and there are 4,000 regis- 
tered horses in the United States. 


throughout the Middle West and" 
the West. Perhaps the most famous 
event involving the Appaloosa 18 
the Hell's Mountain Suicide Race 
at Omak, Washington. In this 


spectacular display, Nez Perce 
riders spur the horses down a 
steep 300-foot embankment. into 
the Okanogan River. 

There is a Nezperce National 
Forest in Idaho, and a developing 
Nez Perce National Historical 
Park. Here, and in the surrounding 
grasslands of Washington, Oregon 
and Idaho, the Nez Perce Indians 
continue the tradition of their 
forefathers and breed these fine 
horses. This is Appaloosa country. 


P І. Ty 


/ 


Appaloosa horse shows are held 
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| NO, SLEUTH ! 
THERE’S NO TIME 
\ FOR THAT NOW! 
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FOLLOWED By... 
МУ FINE RENDITION "THAT OLD CHAIN 
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WHY ARE THEY |f BECAUSE SOMEONE'S 
ICALLED "РЕА SOUP"! | BEEN STEALING SACKS OF 
| BURGLARIES, РЕАб...ТНЕ KIND USED FOR 





SO FAR, FIFTEEN BUILDINGS HAVE 
BEEN ENTERED... CUTTING A 
HOLE IN THE ROOF! ALL DONE AT 
NIGHT AND UNDER COVER OF HEAVY | 

FOG! IT’S GOT ME ————— — 
FLUMOXED/ 
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YUMM-M-M... 
SOUNDS 
DELICIOUS}! 






WAIT... WHAT’S THIS 77!! 

ACCORDING TO THE NEWS- 

PAPER, SOMEONE’S BEEN 

STEALING ALL THE PEAS IN 
TOWN! ITY! 


OUR TRAINING 
| EXERCISES HAVE BEEN 
“MOST SUCCESSFUL, 
GENTLEMEN ! 








' I KNOW А FINE LITTLE RESTAURANT | 
| ACROSS TOWN WHERE THE PEA SOUP 


















7 I REALLY {= 
| DON’T CARE | 
| FOR PEA | 


\ sour! 





// THE ONLY THING I 
) 1 LIKE WORSE THAN 


SIE) TRAINING, IS 
"X EXERCISING! 
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HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN THE PURPOSE ОҒ 

ALL THIS, FLIP-LIP ? THE PEAS WILL 

LEAD US TO THE CROWN JEWELS IN 
THE TOWER OF LONDON! 























SO FAR, НЕ 5 GUIDED US THROUGH FOG 
AND GLOOM OF NIGHT TO /5 BUILDINGS 
| WHERE PEAS WERE STORED! 


7“ AS YOU'VE SEEN, OUR BIRDBRAINED | 
| NAVIGATOR HERE CAN LOCATE HIS 
| FAVORITE FOOD FROM HIGH IN THE 

AIR! AND WITH PINPOINT ACCURACY! 
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NO! TONIGHT HIS INSTINCTS WILL 
GUIDE US TO THE TOWER OF 
LONDON !! 


NOW, SIDNEY, THIS AFTERNOON, 
YOU AND FLIP-LIP WILL GO UP TO 
THE ROOF OF THE TOWER, 
POSING AS TOURISTS, AND 
SPRINKLE SOME PEAS AROUND! 





ISN'T THAT 
HOW JOHNNY | 
APPLESEED | 


| FOG CLOSES IN, OUR PIGEON- 
I PILOT WILL LEAD US TO THE Í 
| TOWER! WE CUT A HOLE IN THE | 
1 ROOF... AND THE CROWN JEWELS, 
| WILL БЕ ИЧМЕ „РЕ Т) MEAN / 


(THEN, TONIGHT, WHEN THE Ў 
| 
| 







ONE 1 Аб ў а А JT а [ ND Jr. : 
TOWER OF LONDON AND Ёў 
MADE IT. INTO А САҒ Pel [EE 






THE OR/G/NAL TOWER I5 А 

MILE AWAY AND IS EASIUY | 
RECOGNIZABLE ЕУ | 

THE RAVENS WHICH INHABIT 
THE GROUNDS: / 


=" тыб PLACE, HERE, IS A VERY 
EXCLUSIVE RESTAURANT! 





“YOU MUST TRY THE PEA SOUP, MICKEY! ў 


7 THE RESTAURANTS | f CAN'T GET ANY 
IVS PREPARED FROM А SECRET 
ЕСІРЕ SHEET : 


EMPTY! WE/EE THE | | MORE EXCLUSIVE 
ONLY ONES HERE! ДУ, THAN THAT! 
M М НЕН НЕН! ғ 













/ GEE, І НОРЕ 
THEY WASHED 
THEIR HANDS! 
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25. | I'D LIKE ATUNA 
lI | SANDWICH ОМ 
LL | RYE BREAD, A 
МЕ | BOWL OF CHICKE! 
R | NOODLE SOUP, 
ШЕ AND poe ОЕ 


ower of Lonpon | 


ВЫ] Хамоц ою 
у...) VANILLA PEA 
[:——] 2, CHOCOLATE РЕА | 
Ў 3. FEA BERRY 
0 4. Pen ФОР WE | 
5. NEA -PEA-LITAN 
216. PEA-STACHIO 
КА PEA RIPPLE 

_ Y8- ROCKY PEA 
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| YES! IT’S PART OF МУ RECIPE! | 
THE FOG MAKES THEM SWELL 
UP! IT ALSO DOES SOMETHING 
FoR THE FLAVOR! 





EXCUSE ME, GENTS! 
I'VE GOT TO GO SPREAD 

|1 MY PEAS UP ON THE . 
ROOF FOR THE NIGHT! 


SHORTLY... 


SUPERG PEA SOUP! | 
| = ЕН, MICKEY? | 

































AH, HA! SO THAT'S \{ YES, BUT THAT'S THAT RECIPE IS “ОЕ COURSE! THE 















YOUR SECRET FOR ONLY PART OF IT! || VERY PRECIOUS REPUTATION OF 

MAKING SUCH EX- I'VE HIDDEN THE || TO YOU...ISN^T IT, || MY RESTAURANT 

CELLENT SOUP! YOU || REST OF MY SECRET || MES, CRUMBOTTOM? STANDS ON ІТ! 

LET THE PEAS SOAK | == . 
IN OUR LONDON Д тн = 


FOG OVERNIGHT! 
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| Эка ШІН 
RIGHT NOW 
YOU'RE 
STANDING ON 
MY FOOT! 


ШО ТІҢ 


THIS REPLICA YES! WHEN MY DEAR Hus- 7 
OF THE FAMOUS || BAND BUILT ІТ, HE MADE 
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“гт SURE WOULD! 


ITD ве аии. \( IT SURE и 
MY BUSINESS 


IF YOUR RECIPE 












FELL INTO THE NOULD BE TOWER OF CERTAIN OF THAT! HE USED 
HANDS OF SON RUINED ! LONDON 15 TO SAY, "A MAN'S BAR 


UNSCRUPULOUS | 


SO AMAZINGLY AND GRILL 15 HIS CASTLE! 
_ PERSON! | Se 


AUTHENTIC... 
EVEN THE 
INTERIOR! 
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HOLD IT, YOU TWO! WHAT/VE 
YOU GOT IN THOSE SACKS? 








LIH...ER...IT/5 JUST 
. OUR LUNCH, OFFICER! 
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MEANWHILE, AT THE REAL TOWER OF LONDON... 
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HOWEVER... THE RAVENS 
WHO LIVE AT THE TOWER 
OF LONDON ARE ALSO 







__!| Ж CHOW TIME! C'MON! 
| ЖЖ ONCE UPON A MIDNIGHT DREARY, 
AS I PONDERED, WEAK AND WEARY... 





GOOD NEWS TRAVELS FAST, 
AND IN NO TIME AT ALL THE 
ROOF /5 PICKED CLEAN BY 
THE HUNGRY RAVENS... 


GEE ! THOSE RAVENS SPEAK UP, 
ARE MAKING A TER- MICKEY! I CAN'T 
RIBLE RACKET OVER HEAR OVER THE 


AT THE TOWER OF | NOISE ОҒ THOSE | 


НММ... THE FOG Г STRIKE? 
WILL БЕ HEAVY I DION/T 
TONIGHT! І E EVEN KNOW 
WONDER IF THE E 1 | 
PEA SOUP BUR- 

GLARS WILL =r 

STRIKE AGAN! | 2 





IT’S OBVIOUS, OLD BOY! 
NEFARIOUS KNOWS THAT PEA 


SOUP IS MY FAVORITE FOOD! 

HE/D STOP AT NOTHING TO 

CAUSE МЕ DISCOMFORT! HE 

PLANS TO OWN ALL THE PEA 

SOUP IN LONDON... AND THEN 
AOT GIVE ме АМУ, 


















ELEMENTARY, 
МУ DEAR MOUSE! 
THIEVES ALWAYS | 
ENTER THROUGH 
THE ROOF! THIS 
| ARMOR WILL 
ENABLE US 
à TO WAIT 
FOR THEM 
UNNOTICED! 








AT BIRDBRAINED CUCKOO 
= / | E те?! 


^ 


BE PATIENT, 
FLIP-LIP! 
OUR PIGEON 
ISA 


AH, HA!! HE'S LOCATED 
THE PEAS!! THE TOWER 
OF LONDON MUST BE | 
DIRECTLY BENEATH Us! 
_ DOWN WE GO. 7 


SS аши [ү 


APERFECT Y, JUST THE FOG 
LANDING! HAVE] | ROLLING IN! MMM, 
SOME PEAS, THAT LET/$ HAVE SOME 

PIGEON! | N-N-NOISE? || SOUP ТО 





HEY! IN THE FOG OVER E^ | YOUR IMAGINATION 

THERE...DO I HEAR /5 RUNNING AWAY 

VOICES? WITH VOU! GET BACK 
- TO WORK! 
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I HEAR 
SAWING! 
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°` T-THEY S-SAY THE TOWER OF LONDON | HERE/S YOUR ` 
15 HAUNTED BY THE KNIGHTS THAT. J | | SOUP, MICKEY... | 
WER E BEHEA Е HERE IN DAYS ` JUST LET ME 
рел — ОР OLD! ADD A PASH ОЕ | = 
ІТ MUST HAVE BEEN LJ PEPPER! 06 МО” NOT 
PRETTY EASY TO GET y . | oe ЭЖ” PEPPER! 
AHEAD ІМ THOSE pe (777 = PEPPER! 





THERE /6 A GHOST!! If I’M NOT WAITING 


AND HE JUST | FoR THE BODY 
SNEEZED HIS HEAD | \ TO SHOW UP! 
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COME BACK HERE, YOU 
THERE'S NO SUCH THING AS 


YOU COWARDS! ` 
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Z KNOW THAT, AND 
YOU KNOW THAT, BLIT 


NOBODY'S TOLD THE 


GHOST _ 
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НАТ А NIGHT! I 
CAN'T IMAGINE 
WHAT ELSE COULD 
BEFALL US! 


| Gentlemen 
Мо Wear | | 
Neckties--- | 


EGAD!I BELIEVE THERE'S 


A PIGEON FEATHER 
IN MY SOUP! 





z mS = ale p" e F 
ETHE YOUNG DAREDEVIL W Ry 


If anyone asks me for advice, one of the first things I 
always say is to be careful who you pick for an idol. As 
a kid, I worshipped Douglas Fairbanks and it almost 
cost me a broken neck—a couple of times! 

Doug Fairbanks was a movie actor who specialized 
in Robin Hood types of adventures...always leaping off 
balconies, or swinging from trees and chandeliers. 
Boy, there was never anyone like him. A real 
daredevil! 

Every time Га get a nickel, Га blow it on a Doug 
Fairbanks movie. And, believe it or not, a nickel would 
get you into a movie when I was a kid. He had a great 
grin, so Га always try to grin just like him, too. The 
way I did it, though, little girls yelled for their mamas 
when I smiled at them. 

For an hour or two after seeing a Doug Fairbanks 
picture, I was him. Га get inspired by all those wild 
gymnastics, and Га want to leap through the air or 
jump off buildings myself. I never took into considera- 
tion that Doug Fairbanks had trained for that sort of 
thing and I hadn't, or that maybe there had been a lit- 
tle movie magic mixed in to make his stunts look spec- 
tacular. Anyway, I kept trying to be like him. Not only 
did my teeth get jarred a great deal, but Tm sure I 
loosened my brains even more than they already were. 

I had a pal named Whitey who felt the same way 
about Doug. One day, Whitey and I decided we'd be just 
like our idol and leap on a freight train, hopping a ride 
on a moving train car. We went down to a big locomo- 
tive yard named Ashtabula and noticed a huge 20th 
Century train was there. Whitey said, "Hey, why don't 
we ride the blind on it?" He was fearless; I was the 
coward of the twosome, but I agreed. The blind was the 
car right behind the engine. It's also called the blind 


baggage. You could crawl into the space that separates 
the blind from the combination water and coal tender. 
One thing about the space between the two cars is that 
it widens when the engine's pulling and it narrows 
when the engine is stopped. Well, we edged over to the 
track when the train started moving and when every- 
thing was clear, we ran alongside and jumped on. The 
engine snorted and we were off! 

Everything was fine until the train started to slow 
down at a station and we decided we'd better get ready 
to jump off. When the space opened up, I got out, but 
when Whitey started to come out, it closed on his knee. 
He screamed horribly and it almost frightened me to 
death. 

He groaned, "My knee, oh, my knee!" and fell back- 
wards. I held onto him and said, "How is it?" and he 
told me, "I don't know. I think my kneecap is crushed.” 
Well, it was a terrible experience. When the train fi- 
nally stopped, I got off and carried Whitey over my 
shoulder. I stumbled over to the side of the tracks and 
laid him down. Then I ran as fast as I could to the house 
of one of Whitey’s aunts that I knew lived nearby, 
screaming all the way, “Whitey’s been hurt!” 

I don’t think I’ve ever been so scared in my life. 
Luckily, by the time I got back with his aunt, the 
stationmaster had seen Whitey lying beside the track 
and had taken him to a hospital. They put him back 
together in one piece and he eventually joined the 
gang on the corner once more. 

Гуе never been that frightened, before or since, and І 
know it was the last time either one of us ever tried to 
copy Doug Fairbanks. 


BOB HOPE 
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Mr. Stork landed on the mountain meadow with his 
feet down and his beak up. “Bumpy trip!” said he to the 
sheep who were waiting. 

'The sheep didn't answer. But then, he hadn't expected 
them to. They were only interested in his delivery. Mr. 
Stork untied his bundle and prodded it with his beak. 
“Come on!" he coaxed. “Run and find the ewe you like, 
and she will be your mother." 

Five lively, leaping little lambs came out of the bundle. 
They bleated and they ran, and before you could say, 
“Sign here!" each lamb had found a ewe. Five happy 
mothers were nuzzling new babies. 

*Oh dear!" said Mr. Stork. For he saw Mrs. Sheep 
standing alone and watching the others with their new 
babies. None of the lambs had run to her. 

Just then a strange little creature crept out of Mr. 
Stork's bundle. He wasn't white and woolly like the lambs. 
He was golden and sleek and he had a mane of black 
hair. He saw the lambs and their mothers. Then he saw 
Mrs. Sheep. He ran to her and rubbed against her. 

It was a mistake, of course. Mr. Stork tried to explain. 
The little one wasn't a lamb. He was a lion and his name 
was Lambert and he was to be delivered to Africa. "I'll 
take him away!" offered Mr. Stork. 













































Mrs. Sheep made it clear that he would do no such thing. The baby had 
chosen her, and she would be his mother. 

“Well, all right!" said Mr. Stork. “You can have him if you want him. 
After all, I'm only the delivery service." And he flew off. 

Lambert purred a happy lion purr and settled down to his new mother 
and went to sleep. In the morning, Mrs. Sheep awakened him and fluffed 
out his mane and sent him to play with the lambs. 

Then poor Lambert's troubles began. The other babies bleated. Lambert 
mewed. Тһе lambs butted each other with their hard little heads. When 
Lambert tried this, he was knocked silly. Тһе lambs leaped and gamboled. 
Lambert could only stumble over his own feet. 

The lambs laughed at Lambert. They called him a sheepish lion and they | 
sang an unkind little song about him. Lambert grinned a sheepish grin when 
they teased him, but he was very unhappy. He wanted so to be a wild and 
woolly sheep, not a sheepish lion. 

Lambert's mother wasn't unhappy. Her baby might be different from 
the other lambs, but he was hers and she loved him. And, as time went by, 
he grew and grew and grew! He was the biggest... the biggest. . . well, what- 
ever he was, he was huge! 

Then one night, when the sheep were asleep in the meadow, Lambert 
awoke in a great fright. He had heard a wolf howling! 

Lambert trembled and pressed close to his mother. He saw a lean, dark 
shape steal from the forest. Тһе wolf had seen him! It was coming for him! 

But no! The wolf wasn't coming for Lambert. It was coming for his | 
mother. It began to drag her away toward the woods. 

"Lambert!" cried Mrs. Sheep. 

All around Lambert, the wild and woolly sheep scrambled to hide. 

"Lambert!" bleated Mrs. Sheep. 

At the sight of his dear, good mother in the grip of the terrible wolf, some- 
thing snapped inside of Lambert. He forgot that he was a clumsy, sheepish 
creature. He became a raging lion! 

Lambert roared so that the trees shook to their very roots. Тһе wolf 
shook, too. And he let go of Lambert's mother. 

Mrs. Sheep got herself out of the way in a hurry. Lambert padded toward 
the wolf. And he roared again. 

The wolf decided to take the easy way out. He jumped off a cliff. 

The wild and woolly sheep came out of their hiding places then. They 
lifted Lambert onto their shoulders and paraded around the meadow with 
him. Lambert was a hero. His mother had never been so proud! 

5o Lambert and his mother lived happily ever after. As for the wolf, he 
did not fare іоо badly. He managed to catch hold of a bush part way down | 
the cliff, and to hang on for dear life. And for all we know, he hangs there yet! 


In а magnificent ата 
savage land, the Navajo 
Indians follow the customs 
of their ancestors. 


On a wind-swept, sun-baked reservation, 80,000 
Navajo Indians live a life relatively untouched by 
civilization. In a land of flame-red buttes, deep can- 
yons, volcanic necks and mountain masses clothed 
in green pine, they hunt food with bow and arrow. 
Because there is little rainfall, the 25,000 square- 
mile reservation supports only limited agriculture. 
However, the Navajos have been shepherds ever 
since they seized sheep abandoned by the Pueblo 
Indians 300 years ago. 
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Yet subtle changes are taking place. The arts of 
the weaver and the silversmith are flourishing. 
Self-government, education and economic develop- 
ment have moved the tribe toward the main cur- 
rents of American life. Navajo children are now 
learning English and are attending public schools. 
But the tribal traditions and customs dominate 
their days, and it will be a long time before the 
Navajo language is forgotten and the old way of 
life has completely disappeared. 


The land of the 
Navajos is 25,000 
square miles. It 
extends over parts of 
Arizona, Utah 

and New Mexico. 
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The Navajo baby leads а 
happy life. Secure in his 
homemade cradle, he is 
always in the middle of 
every family activity. 


Children drive goats and sheep 
across an arid plain on the 
way to pasture. 





At an early age, Navajo children are 
entrusted with the care of the 
tribe's herds. The animals were first 
obtained in the seventeenth century 
from the Pueblo Indians. 


А Navajo запах weaves а rug to sell at 
market. Patterns are handed down from 
early generations, and are an important 
part of the tribal culture. 


One of the artists who will work on а sand 
painting grinds the colors to be used. 


Navajos call their living quarters 
hogans. These sturdy structures are 
made to withstand winter winds and to 
shield against the heat of the summer. 





Dry painting, also called sand painting, is 
performed as part of a sacred ritual. Sand 
paintings tell stories in highly stylized form. 


А shepherd waters his flock. Tending animals 
is one of the most important tasks 
among the Navajos. 


As part of а young girl's "coming of age" 
ceremony, she grinds corn for a special 
cake. Tribal eustoms of a century ago are 
still followed. 


Pottery making is an art the 
Navajos learned from the Spirit 
People. Each utensil is made for 

a special purpose. 
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1 "Time to go to work!" The handler's 
arrival at the horse barn is the 
signal that new friends are waiting. 
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“Want some candy?” Disneyland horses hear that 
question every day from boys and girls. But the 
horses who pull the old-fashioned streetcar from Dis- 
neyland’s Town Square along Main Street to the 
Plaza and back again aren’t hungry. They have 
plenty of hay and oats to eat before their four-hour 
workday begins. It’s pleasant work; and easy for a 
1,900 pound horse. But best of all are the new friends 
they make every working day. 





Looking good is part of the 
job. So a trim mane is very 
much in order. 





< 6 “Му turn!” The horses nod to each 





EA little pony watches the big 
horses go off to work. 


® ` other as they exchange places. 





/ Visiting with Disneyland guests 
is the best part of the job. 


“rr 


So it goes, up and down Main Street. The people 
who have come to Disneyland like the horses and 
the horses like the people. 





Д “Неге we ро!” It's а half-mile from the 
` Disneyland Pony Farm tothe Park. 





Horses, too, go through 
the employees entrance. 
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Once upon а time, long, long 
ago, there lived a man and his wife 
who loved each other dearly. 
Though they were very poor, they 
were very happy. However, they 
lacked only one thing to make 
their lives complete. And that was 
a child. 

Every night the man's wife 
would stand at the window, gaze at 
the stars and wish for a daughter 
or son. Finally, on one cold night, a 
star grew very bright, and twin- 
kled in thousands of colors! 

"The magic wishing star!" cried 
the wife. "Our wish has been 
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answered!” 

“Hooray!” the husband shouted, 
“we will have a child, at last!” 

Their joy could not be contained! 
And yet, as time went on, waiting 
for the baby to be born, the wife 
was very sad. 

“What is it, wife?” said the man. 
“With such joy to come, what is 
making you sad?” 

“Look, husband,” she replied, 
"out the window, at our neighbor's 
garden. Did you ever see such de- 
licious looking lettuce? I have 
such a longing for it that I must 
have it or die!" 






















"Please do not cry,’ said the 
husband. "If it is really so impor- 
tant, I shall get it for you.” 

“No, по” said his wife. “Our 
neighbor is a terrible, evil witch. 
She would never share her lettuce 
with us!” 

"Fear not, my love; her hus- 
band said. “ГЇЇ wait 'til dark, and 
sneak into her garden. That witch 
will never miss one head of let- 
tuce!" 

And so, that night, the brave 
husband climbed the stone wall 
surrounding the witch's yard, and 


A 





jumped into her lettuce patch. 
Just as he had picked the biggest 
head of lettuce, he heard a noise 
behind him. 

It was the witch! "What do you 
think you're doing?" she 
screamed, pointing a bony finger 
at him. 

“The lettuce...my wife...” he 
stammered, trembling in fear, for 
the witch was the most frighten- 
ing witch he had ever seen! 

"So your wife wants my lettuce, 
does she?" cackled the witch. 
"Well then, all right, your wife 
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may have my lettuce. But in ге- 
turn you must promise to give me 
your child!” 

The man was so afraid of the evil 
witch that, without thinking, he 
agreed to the terrible bargain. 

On the day that their child was 
born, the witch came to see them. 

"What а nice little girl; she 
said. "I shall call her Rapunzel.” 

"But, this is my baby!” screamed 
the wife. "Get away from her this 


| 


instant!” 

Sadly, the poor husband told his 
wife of his promise to the witch. 
His wife wept bitter tears and 
covered her face. 

“Give me that child!” screamed 
the witch. “Give me my Rapun- 
zel!” And the witch grabbed the 
baby and took her home. 

As the years went by, Rapunzel 
became very beautiful. Her smile 
was as soft as the dawn, and her 





hair was longer than a rainbow. 

“She is so pretty,’ thought the 
witch, “that someone may try to 
steal her from me!” So she took 
Rapunzel to a tall tower, hidden in 
the woods. 

There was no way for Rapunzel 
to get down from the tower, and 
only one way for the witch to go up. 

“Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down 
your hair!” the witch would call. 

And Rapunzel would let her 





long hair down the side of the 
tower. Then the witch would use it 
as a ladder and climb up. 

On the days that the witch did 
not come to bring her food or 
books, Rapunzel was lonely. She 
sang to pass the time. And like 
everything else about her, her 
voice, too, was beautiful. 

One day a handsome prince, rid- 
ing in the woods, heard Rapunzel 
singing. He stopped to listen. 

Just then the witch came to the 
tower and called, "Rapunzel! 
Rapunzel! Let down your hair!" 

As the prince hid behind a bush, 
he was amazed as he watched 
Rapunzel lower her long hair and 
saw the witch climb up. 

When the witch came down and 
went away, the prince went close 
to the tower and called, “Rapun- 
zel! Rapunzel! Let down your 
hair!” 

Rapunzel, thinking the witch 
had forgotten something, let down 
her long hair once more. The 
prince climbed up. 

"Oh, dear!" cried Rapunzel 
when she realized what she had 


done. However, the prince was so 


nice that she was not at all afraid. 

And Rapunzel fell in love with 
him. 

The witch knew nothing of all 
this, and the next day, when she 
had climbed up, Rapunzel spoke 
without thinking. "You are 
heavier than my dear prince 
charming; she said. 

“Aargh!” screamed the witch. 
“You deceived me!” And she cut off 
Rapunzel’s long hair. Then, tying 
it to the tower, she made Rapunzel 
climb down. Then she took her 
farther into the woods and left her 
there. 

When the prince came again to 
the tower and called, the witch 
was waiting. She let down Rapun- 


zel’s hair. Then, when he was al- 
most to the top of the tower, she 
leaned out the window and cut the 
rope of hair. The prince fell down 
onto a large bramble bush! 

“Ouch!” shouted the prince, for 
he was full of stickers. 

“You will never see Rapunzel 
again!” cackled the witch. How- 
ever, she was wrong. Rapunzel 
was not far away and she heard 
the prince shouting and came 
running into his arms. 

They were so happy to be to- 
gether again that they forgot 
about the witch. And the wicked 
witch, who had forgotten she could 
not get down without the rope, had 
to stay up in the tower...forever! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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NATURES FAMIN ALBUM 


HE JAGUAR 


The jaguar rules the jungle. He 
reigns by stealth and strength. 
With his speed he outraces the 
lumbering tapir. With claw he 
rips the lethal boa. With fang he 
pierces the belly of the jacare. 
With guile and prowess he out- 
wits all animals, large and small. 
Jaguars look somewhat like leop- 
ards; but the leopard lives in the 
Old World, and the jaguar roams 
from Mexico to Argentina. The 
leopard and the jaguar both have 
“rosettes” resembling hollow 
black squares. A jaguar is a good 
thing not to meet on a dark night! 





All cats love to climb trees, and the 
jaguar is no exception. He pounces 
on unwary prey from his perch. 


Most cats hate the water, but jaguars love to swim, and they instruct 
their kittens at an early age. 


Kittens are the same the world over, and While swimming, the jaguar is always on 
this jaguar kit sharpens his claws on a the lookout for his natural enemy, the 
dead tree stump. south American crocodile. 


Instinct for survival guides the slow- 
moving sloth to the treetops, where the 
fragile branches will not hold the weight 
of the jaguar. 
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Mickey Mouse has always been a star. Не has 
never played bit parts. In his very first film, 
"Steamboat Willie; Mickey got the best of the 
villain, Pete, and won the heart of the heroine, 
Minnie Mouse. Audiences loved him, and he 
went on to fame, fortune, and more and more 
leading roles. Mickey is a very versatile actor. 
He has portrayed a river-boat captain, an avi- 
ator, a clock-cleaner and, with his good friend, 
Pluto the pup, a dog trainer. He can ride a 
bicycle, drive a car and whip bullies. In 1955, 


Audiences loved Mickey in 
"Steamboat Willie," This was 
the first cartoon film to use 
sound. Mickey whistled and 
played musical instruments. 


Mickey kept smiling even when things 
didn't go just his way. As the leader of the 
band, he had his troubles with a noisy 
character who went on to become a 

star, too. That's right. It was Donald Duck! 




















Minnie Mouse has been Mickey's leading lady іп 
hundreds of films. Minnie is one of the few mice 
who has ever adopted a cat. His name is Figaro. 





Mickey became a television personality—the 
master of ceremonies of the Mickey Mouse 
Club. One of the most successful children's 
series ever produced, Mickey can now see his 
Mouseketeer show across the country. The Mic- 
key Mouse Club show is syndicated in various 
cities and can be seen daily on selected televi- 
sion stations. Like many of Mickey's past lead- 
ing roles, the Mickey Mouse Club 15 just one 
part of his personal favorites. The rest of his 
scrapbook can be seen here. 


Mickey had the title role in “Тһе Sorcerer's Apprentice." When 
the master magician was away, the Mouse tried a little magic on 
his own. He soon found himself in trouble with an army of 
animated brooms, and much more water than even 

a thirsty actor could use. 


In “Тһе Brave Little Tailor," Mickey was armed only with his 
quick wits and a pair of sewing shears. Justthe same, he soon 
made that giant think twice about picking on little people. 
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MONTREAL. Preparations for 
the 21st Summer Olympic Games 
are already under way. Athletes in 
scores of countries are awaiting 
the upcoming Olympic tryouts to 
see if they will be the ones to rep- 
resent their homelands at the 
Montreal Olympiad. And all eyes 
are on one athlete who is sure to 
leave his mark in Canada. Well, 
he's almost sure. His name is 
Goofy. Research shows that an an- 
cestor, Goofus Athleticus, carried 
the historic torch sixty feet with- 
out dropping it at the opening of 
the original Olympic Games in 
ancient Greece. Goofy, the de- 
scendant of this proud runner, was 
sworn to uphold the athletic tradi- 
tion of his family. 


To train for the games, Goofy 
has been sleeping a lot and eating 
well-balanced meals. He is so de- 
dicated that for several weeks he 
went to bed right after lunch every 
day to make sure he got enough 
sleep. 

His practice sessions on the 
hurdles have left spectators 
breathless. Once he knocked over 
only seventeen hurdles while 
running the course. 

Goofy's 100-yard sprints have 
not gone so well. His first time at 
the blocks he was scared by the 
starter's pistol and ran the wrong 
way. He was missing for two days. 
Next he got his foot caught in a 
gopher hole and failed to complete 
the event. The third time out he 


Throwing the javelin is an art that requires bal- 
ance, coordination and a knowledge of the 
trajectory of an airborne object. It also requires a 
javelin. 









stepped on some chewing gum. 
This added a minute and a half to 
his time. 

His discus-throwing technique 
has improved greatly. For one who 
has been known to have trouble 
holding the discus, he’s doing re- 
markably well. But it’s hard for 
him to remember that it’s on the 
second pivot that you let go—that 
is, you let go if you’re pointing in 
the right direction. 

Much time was lost explaining 
to Goofy that the hammer isn't a 
hammer at all. But once Goofy un- 
derstood that in the Olympics the 
hammer is a huge ball of lead ona 
chain, he progressed well. His 
style is unusual; he runs around 
the hammer to get up momentum, 

















then flings it with a tremendous 
burst of strength. 

Perhaps Goofy's greatest skill is 
in the javelin-throw. Used as a 
weapon in early times, the javelin 
requires a good arm. Goofy's is the 
best. He has built it up by making 
and tossing paper airplanes. The 
motion is basically the same. 
Goofy, the paper-plane pro of his 
neighborhood, is at home here. 

Goofy's success in the shot put 
can bé guessed by his accom- 
plishments in the discus and the 
hammer throw. The Olympic shot 
weighs 16 pounds. Goofy wisely 
decided that you have to work up 
to a thing like that. He began 
practicing with a ping-pong ball. 
Then he went on to a golf ball, a 


Д 


tennis ball, a baseball and some 
large ball bearings. He has an in- 
teresting technique. He cradles 
the shot in both hands, swings his 
arms up, then flings the shot over 
his shoulder. It's effective, but 
twice he has failed to get his head 
out of the way. 

Goofy's work with the pole vault 
has improved vastly since he 
learned that he is supposed to lean 
on the pole, not throw it. He 
proudly announces that he has no 
trouble coming down in pole- 
vaulting, but getting up still 
bothers him a little. 

Except for a bad habit of drag- 
ging his feet, his long jumping is 
coming along in fine fashion. And 
next week, in hop-step-and-jump, 


Strength and agility are necessary 
qualities for a hammer-thrower 
and a pole-vaulter. A sense of di- 
rection also helps, and shows the 
athlete's friendly consideration 
for the spectators in the grand- 
stand. The towel on the crossbar 
is to remind Goofy to put sawdust 
in the pit before he lands. 


he hopes to reach the pit. (His 
pride won't let him admit it, but he 
keeps getting the order mixed up; 
he jumps when he should hop.) 

Goofy has high hopes of walking 
off with Decathlon honors in 
Montreal. He has even learned to 
say the word “Decathlon.” He in- 
tends to practice night and day (or, 
if not actually to practice, to think 
about practicing). 

Experts from all lands may dis- 
agree on many things, but all are 
in accord that Goofy will be some- 
body to watch in next year’s 
Olympics. In his heart Goofy 
knows that he's a champion. АП he 
needs to do is convince the Olym- 


pic Committee. QRO 


Poetry in motion. ..the flight of a bird. 
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Exciting Adventures of 
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It all began the day the crocodile 
got sick. As everyone knows, the croc- 
odile who lives in Never Land once ate 
Captain Hook's hand. He liked it so 
much that from that time on he fol- 
lowed Hook everywhere, hoping to get 
the rest of him. Luckily for the pirate, 
the crocodile had also swallowed a 
clock. The clock continued to tick 
merrily away inside the croc, and the 


ticking warned Hook when the croc- 
odile was near. Hook soon became 
expert at making quick departures 
whenever he heard the tell-tale 
ticking. 

One day, when the crocodile was 
practicing his backstroke in the Іа- 
goon, he met the lost boys. They were 
having a picnic on the beach. Тһе 
lost boys rather liked the crocodile. 

4 Any enemy of Captain Hook was а 
еке” friend of theirs. So they offered the 

4 стос some bran muffins which they 
had baked themselves. Sad to say, 
they had misread the recipe and put 
in too much mustard. 'T'he poor croc- 
odile immediately got indigestion. 

The lost boys were very upset, so 
they led the groaning croc to their 
home and dosed him well with bicar- 
bonate of soda. 

That morning Captain Hook 
awoke in fine fettle. “It’s a beautiful 
day," said he, when Mr. Smee 
brought his breakfast. "I think I'll 
go out and stir up some trouble!" 

"Watch out for the crocodile," 
warned Mr. Smee. 

“Aye,” said Hook. “That beast is 
always on my trail. If he hadn't 
swallowed that clock, he'd have got- 
ten me long ago. That blasted tick- 
tocking has saved me many a time." 

Then Hook firmly put all thoughts 





“Just the thing!" cried Hook. 
“Mr. Smee, let us plot!” 

While Hook was plotting, the 
Indian Chief came to the tree house 


of the crocodile out of his mind. He 
hoisted anchor and set sail for Skull 
Rock. When he got there he listened 
carefully for the ticking of the clock. 








All was silent. The crocodile wasn't 
about. So Hook carved his initials 
on Skull Rock. It was something 
he'd always wanted to do. 

On sailed the pirate ship to Mer- 
maid Lagoon. Hook couldn't hear 
the crocodile ticking there, so he 
stole all of the mermaids' coral 
combs. 


where Peter Pan and the lost boys 
lived. “Wicked pirate steal totems,” 
complained the Chief. “Where is 
crocodile who keeps wicked pirate 
in line?" 

Peter had to admit that the croc- 
odile was right there in the tree 
house. What's more, the croc was 
still too sick to thwart Hook's evil 










Hook then gave orders to sail to 
the Indian camp. When he arrived 
there he did not hear the tick-tock 
of the croc, so he stole two Indian 





totem poles and a teepee and made 
off in his ship, chuckling an evil 
chuckle. 

“That awful crocodile must have 
left Never Land!" chortled Hook. 
*I don't have a care in the world! 
Oh, what nasty thing shall I do to 
celebrate?" 

“Why not kidnap the lost boys?" 
suggested Mr. Smee, who liked to 
be helpful. 






































plans. Peter and the lost boys held 
a conference. 

“Біпсе the croc can't stop Hook, 
we'll have to find some other way," 
said Peter. 

“What way?" wondered Foxy. 
*We don't have long sharp teeth 
like croc. Hook isn't afraid of us!" 

"Wait," said Peter. “We don't 
really need the croc to scare Hook. 
All we need are a lot of loud clocks. 
If Hook hears anything tick, he'll 
run so fast he'll never look to see 
whether the crocodile is behind 
him or not." 

*But we don't have any clocks," 
Cubby pointed out. 

“There аге lots of clocks in 
London," said Peter Рап. “We can 
borrow some from Wendy." 

So Peter Pan flew off to London 
and talked to Wendy Darling. She 
was very helpful. She borrowed an 
alarm clock from her mother. She 
gave Peter the clock that stood on 
the shelf in the nursery. When the 
cook wasn't looking, she took the 
kitchen clock. She even borrowed 
a clock from Nana, the nursemaid 
dog. Soon Peter had his arms full 
of clocks, all ticking loudly. Well 
satisfied, Peter flew back to Never 
Land. 

He was just in time, for night 
was falling and Captain Hook had 
sailed his ship right up Crocodile 


` Creek. He planned to land and 
march his pirate crew straight to 
the lost boys' tree home. Peter 
quickly put a clock in the tall grass 
on the bank of the creek. When 
Hook stepped ashore he heard the 
ominous "Tick-tock!" He turned 
. and rushed back to the safety of 
L his ship. 

Р “Hah!” said Hook to himself. 
“Now I know that the crocodile is 
in Crocodile Creek, I’ll land at the 
Indian camp.” 

But as Hook came within sight 
of the Indian village he heard a 
“Tick-tock!” from the clock which 
Peter Pan had hidden under the 
bluffs. Hook turned five shades of 
green and ordered a quick retreat. 

The pirate ship sailed toward 
Skull Rock. But Peter had hidden 
Mrs. Darling’s alarm clock in one 
of the hollows of the rock. When 
Hook approached, the clock not 
only ticked — the alarm went off 
with a clanging jangle! 

Hook’s hair stood on end. He 
clutched at Mr. Smee in terror. 
“Save me, Smee!” he pleaded. 


“That crocodile is everywhere!" 

Smee ordered the ship back to 
Pirate Cove, and there Captain 
Hook took to his bed with a bad 
case of nerves. By the time Hook 
was able to sail abroad again, the 
crocodile was feeling well and 
healthy and was looking for Hook 
with renewed relish. 





As for the clocks, Peter Pan flew 
to London with them, arriving just 
before dawn. Wendy put every 
clock back where it belonged, and 
Mrs. Darling's alarm clock rang in 
time to awaken the Darling family 
for breakfast. So no one was the 
wiser. Except Wendy, of course. 
But she never told! 















Donald Duck is vain, cocky and boastful. Не loves to 
impose on other people and to heckle them, but if the 
tables are turned he flies into a rage. His best trait 
is determination. He may use cunning to get what he 
wants, but this often backfires on him. When you draw 
sic ideas to keep in mind. 








Donald Duck, here are a few bas 


. ALWAYS START 
BEAD WITH A CIRCLE 





DONALD 15 ABOUT 
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WINNIE THE POOH 
LUSTERY DAY 
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You сап have your own Winnie 
the Pooh puppet show on the 
next blustery day that comes 
along. Pooh and his friends are 
easy to make. Use regular 
brown grocery bags with square 
bottoms. Pooh's eyes and his 
smile are drawn on the bottom 
of the bag. His ears, his nose 
and his arms are separate 
pieces, pasted in place. Don't 
forget to color his sweater red. 
When you put your hand inside 
the bag, you can move Pooh's 
mouth up and down so that he 
can talk. 


CONSTRUCTION 





















Owl is a nice brown, just like a paper 
sack. His wings and crest are darker 
brown. Use two sections of an egg carton 
for Owl’s big eyes, and a bright yellow 
paper triangle for his beak. 
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Cut Ееуоге 5 face and ears from а 
second piece of paper and glue them 
to the paper bag. Eeyore is usually 
gloomy, so he doesn't need a smile. 
But, you can brighten him up with 
your colors. Draw his eyes and add a 
black mane cut from construction 


paper. 
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Starting on this page are games 


Get your crayons. Sharpen your 
pencils and your wits. 
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MIGHTY HUNTE 












Little Hiawatha wants to be a mighty 
hunter, but he has some problems. For one 
thing, he is not really very good at archery. 
For another, he often has trouble seeing 
things that are right under his nose. You can 
help Hiawatha. Shade in all the spaces 

in this picture that have a dot. 


and puzzles to while away the hours. 















JOHN KENNEDY | 
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We present a quiz about presidents and their families. Can you match the 
president (pictured) with the description of his family? Answers on page 60. 





Am 


“ | ў 2 $ 2 4 Ai 
IÀwovs 







ПЕ 


n 
а бъ 
TI 


One grandfather served in both houses of the Mas- 
sachusetts legislature; another grandfather was the 
mayor of Boston; his father was ambassador to the 
Court of St. James (England); he and two brothers were 
elected to the Senate. 


His father was a secretary of war, attorney-general and 
ambassador to Russia; after the presidency he served as 
Chief Justice of the Supreme Court; he had two sons, 
one of whom was for many years a senator from Ohio. 


His was the first family to live in the White House; he 
fathered five children, one of whom followed in his 
footsteps as president; he died on the Fourth of July. 


А small man (5'4") who weighed less than 100 pounds, 
he served two terms as president; his wife was famous as 
a hostess (and she reputedly invented ice cream); his 
family was chased from the White House by the British 
Army. 


This man had 15 children, more than any other presi- 
dent; his first wife died, and he remarried while still in 
office; before he died he was elected to the Confederate 
House of Representatives. 


His son was a congressman, his grandson was a presi- 
dent. He was the oldest man ever elected president and 
he served the shortest term. He was in office only one 
month. 


À seventh-generation New Yorker, he was president 
while his family was young, and the children romped in 
the White House; later tragedy struck as one son was 
killed and two wounded in a war; a niece became First 
Lady. 
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IC 1 Did you ever misplace something and look 

H | | Ç Í for it everywhere? Jiminy Cricket did! 


While searching forit in Pinocchio's room, 


| he found so many other things that he for- 
ORD got what he was looking for! If you identify the objects 
| | that Jimmy found, and write their names in the proper 


places, the green squares will spell out the name of the 


M | | К misplaced article. Then you can remind Jiminy what 
| | it was he was looking for. 





ANSWER 
FAMOUS FIRST FAMILIES page 59: A. John Kennedy; B. William Howard Taft; C. John ej[e1quif) 
60 Adams; D. James Madison; E. John Tyler; F. William Harrison; G. Theodore Roosevelt. 


Pinocchio is trying to teach Lady to sit up. АП 
about them are objects beginning with the letter 
B. If you study the picture, you may be able to 
find twenty-five B's, and you can check your 
answers—if you promise that you will not peek! 





ANSWERS 
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WHATS WRONG WITH 
Goofy, look out! You're in trouble again! One more cut with that saw 
and — —. 
| Poorold Goofy is about to make а bad mistake. But that isn't the only 


mistake in this picture. How many others can you find? You should be 
able to find at least ten things wrong. 


COLOR THIS 
* PAGE · 
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Fooling your friends is always fun, either at а 
party or when there's only a small group present. 
Below, you will find several hoaxes that will 
amaze and confound any group. Before you try 
any of these tricks, first make sure that your 
audience doesn't share the secrets of the tricks or 
YOU may be fooled. 

А sure-fire way of bamboozling a person is to 
bet that he can't jump over his hat. Although he 
may suspect trickery, the feat seems so simple he 
is sure to accept the challenge. The secret? Place 
the hat IN A CORNER. That way, two walls pre- 
vent his jumping over the hat. 
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You can amuse and amaze 
your friends with this one! 

1. Challenge them to tie a 
knot in a handkerchief with- 

out ever letting go of either of 
-> the ends. 

They don't know how? 
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2. Okay... YOU show them! 
It's so easy IF... you interlock 
your arms across your chest 
(as in the picture) and then, 
leaning way over, pick up both 
ends of the handkerchief. 
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3. Now, unwind your arms. 
and, well ...what do you know 

..you've tied a knot in the 
handkerchief — without ever 
letting either end go! 
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Another bamboozler easy to do and hard to 
catch onto is performed with a tumbler of water. 
alance a filled glass in the palm of your RIGHT 
hand, holding your arm straight out from your 
body. Instruct a person to hold tightly to that arm 
and tell him that you will lift the water to your 
mouth and drink, no matter how hard he tries to 
prevent you from doing it. 

How do you do this? Easy— just reach over with 
your free LEFT hand, lift the glass of water, and 
with a smile drink it. 

А simple coin trick which sounds impossible is 
this easy one. Take two nickels and a dime and put 
them on a cloth-covered table. Put the dime be- 
tween the nickels and place a glass over the coins. 
The bottom of the glass will rest on the nickels, 
covering the dime. Challenge any person to get the 
dime from under the glass without touching either 
the or the glass. This can be done by scratch- 
ing the tablecloth with your fingernail near the 
edge of the glass. The dime will move as if by 
magic if you use short, fast scratches. 
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GOOFY Those early 
days of baseball, with 
super sports fan Goofy. 
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high-seas adventure you'll never forget. 
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GRIZZLY  Agiant,1,300 pound bear, two cowboys, and a 1 
Walt Disney motion picture crew work together to make 24 
an unusual nature film. : 1 | 
DISNEYLAND Learn the MUTINY ABOARD THE H.M.S. BOUNTY ў 
fascinating secrets of keeping There's swashbuckling action in the great Mickey £i 
the 70-acre Magic Kingdom Mouse tradition, as Mickey and Goofy confront the Е Н. 
clean ав a sparkling whistle. treacherous Captain Bligh! It's a hilarious li 





RANGER WOODLORE'S 
NATURE HIKES 

Ав we continue our series of 
woodland explorations, you'll 
learn how Mother Nature 
provides for her lovely and 
beautiful creatures. 


We, at Procter & Gamble and 
Walt Disney Productions, hope 
you have enjoyed the May issue 


of the Disney Magazine. As you 


can see from this preview, next 
month's issue will be just as 
entertaining. You can get the 
June issue of the Disney 
Magazine FREE when you 


purchase Comet-three Giant Size. 


DEBBIE REYNOLDS 
The world famous movie 
star tells a story from 

her own high school 

days when a humiliating 
and painful experience 
became a lesson in 
friendship she never forgot. 
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FUN- STORIES - JOKES 
PUZZLES - ACTIVITIES 








То READ THIS STORY, 
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